I be comicall Histone of 

To furnifh vs $ friend Lamcelet whats the newes. Enter Lamcelet. 

Lamcelet. And it fhal pleafe you to breake vp this, it fhal feeme 
to fignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand, 

And whiter then the- paper it writ on 
3s the faire hand that writ. 

Gratia. Loue, newes in faith. 

Lamce. By your leaue fir. 

Loren. Whither goeft thou. 

Lame. Marry fir to bid my old Maifter the /ewe to (up to night 
with my new Maifter the Chriftian. 

Loren. Hold heere take this, tel! gentle lejftca 
/will not faile her, fpeakc it priuatly, 

Goc Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this maske to night, 
/am prouided of a Torch-bearer. Exit flowne* 

Sal. I marry, ilc be gone about it ftraite. 

Sol. And fo will /. 

Loren. Meete me and Cjratiano at G rattanos lodging 
Some hourc hence. 

Sal. Tis good we doe fo. Exit. 

Gratia. Was not that Letter from faire lejftca. - 

Loren. I mull ncedes tell thee all, fhe hath dnc&cd 
How I (hall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

What gold and iewels fheisfurnifht with, 

What Pages fate fne hath in readincs, 

Yfcrc the Iewe her Father come to heauen, 

Yt will be for his gentle daughtersfake, - 
And ncuer dare misfortune erode her footc, 

V nlefle fhe doe it vnder this excufc. 

That flic is iftue to a faithlefle Icwe : 

Come goe with me, pcrvfe this as thou goeft, 

Faire fejjlca ihall be my T orch-bearer. Exit, 

Enter / ewe and bis man that was the Clowne. 

Iewe. Well, thou (halt fee, thy eyes (hall be thy iudge. 

The difference of old S.hylocke and ffaffanio j 
• What IeJJica, thou (halt not gurmandize 

As 


the Merchant of Venice, 

As thou haft done with mec : what IeJJica, 
and fleepe, and fnore, and rend apparraile out. 

Why IeJJica I fay. 

. Howne. Why IeJJica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call I I doe not bid thee calk 

Clow. Your vvorfhip was wont to tell rat, 

I could doc nothing without bidding. 

Enter lejftca. 

lejftca. Call you ! what is your will i 

Shy. I am bid forth to Tapper lejftca. 

There are my keyes : but wherefore (hould I goe ? 

I am not bid for loue, they flatter me. 

But yet He goe in hate, to feede vpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. lejftca my girle, 
looke to my houfe, I am right loth to goe, 

There is (bme ill a bruing towards my reft, 

For I did dreame of money baggs to night. 

Clowne. I befeech you fir goe, my young Maifter 
doth expeft your reproch. 

Shy . So doe /his. 

Clowne. And they haue confpired together , / will not fay 
you (hall fee a Maske, but ifyou doe, then it was not for nothing 
that roy nofe fell a bleeding on black monday laft, at fixe a clocke 
ieh morning, falling out that yeere on aftiwenfday was foure yecre 
in thafternoone. 

Shy. What are there maskes ? heare you me IeJJica, 
lock vp my doores, and when you heare the drumme 
' and the vile fquealing of the wry-ncckt Fiffc 
clamber not you vp to the cafements then 
Nor thruft your head into the publique ftreete 
To gaze on Chriftian foolcs with varnilht faces : 

But flop my Houfes eares, /meanc my cafements, 
let not the found of fhallow fopprie enter 
my fbber houfe. By Jacobs ftaffc Iiweare 
/haue nominde offeafting forth to night : 
bue f will goe : goc you before me firraf 
%/ will come. 

D. . 









